THE ROCK ISLA

ND ARGUS. WE

DNESDAY, JUNE 24, 1014.

S

——

|

il

Bas

OF

EIN
Blf

By MARY ROBERTS RINEHART

—_

Copynght, 1913, by the Bobbs- Memll Company 1

PROLOGUE.

Was Jennie Brice murdered?

If she were murdered, wito was |

guilty of the foul deed?

If she were not donme away
with by an assassin, what became
of her?

Whence did she disappear?

These end a few other inter-
esting guestions are raised at
once in this very clever tale of
mystery by a woman
who is not only an adept at
writing fiction of this charac-
ter, but the possessor of a style
that chains the interest by its

writfen

clearness and directness and

wins by ifs rich hamor.
CHAPTER L

F have just had another Sood,

w bad enough. but only fodt

* two of water on the first

floor. Yesterday we got the

mud shoveled ont of the celiar and

found Poeter. the spaulel that Mr. Lad

Joy Jeft when be “went away.” The

flood, and the fact thut it was AMr

Ladies's dog whose body was foand

Baif In - in the boesement froit

¢ioset, brought nck to me » strange

events of the other flood five Years

agn. when the water reuched more

than half way 1o 1l second story,

and broasht with it to some, mystery

and sudden denth, and to me the worst

case of “shingles™ | have ever scen

My pame s Pltman this narra-
tive. It s pot really Pitmen. but thut
does well enongh. [ belong to an old
Pittsburgh family. I was born on

Penn aveoue, when that was the best

part of town, and [ lived. uutil 1T was
fifteen, very close to what is now the
Fittsburgh club. It was a dwelling |
then; I have forgotten who lived there |
at that time

I was a girl in 77, doring the mil-
road riots, and I recall our driving
in the family carriage over to one |
of the Allegheny hills. and seelineg the
yards lLoruing, and an great nolse of
shooting from across river It
was the pext yvear that 1 rao away ,
from schoal to marry Mr. Pitman, and
] hase not known my faumily since
We were never reconclied, althoagh |

came back to Pltrstiug afl

B ter twenty

Mr. P

Years of wandering. trinn was
dead; the o!d city called me. and 1
came,
I bad a hundred dollars or so, and
1 took a houn in lower Allegheny,
where, hecy they nre partly Inun
dated every s 12, the rents are cheap,
and I Rept Ix T Aly bonse was
plwavws orderiv and « n, #dd although
a bad nawme, &

"t = . b
1Tes ncross 1

’t;l"'."l—
ir t timne. 1 be
lieve, wea sti an Independent cfty.
But since then It has allled jt«<elf with
Plttsbiargh; It i= pow the porth side of
the city
I was glad to get back I worked
bard. but I made my rent and my lic
ing and a little over Now and then |
on summer evenings T went to one of
the parks nd, sitting oo a bLench
watched the chiidren pi g around
and jlooked at my sister's house closed
for the summer It Is n very large |
bouse Her botler once had his wife
bonrdine with me—a very nice Iittle
wWoman
It is curlfous to recall that at that
time, five years ago, | had never seen
oy lece [ldda Harvey, and then to
think that only the day bhefore yester.
day she came In ber sutomoblle us far
8% she dared and then sat there, wav
iog v me, while the police patrol

brought across In a =kiff a basker of |

Pprovialons she had sent me
1 wonder what she
Iy woman In n ealico wrapper,
D old overcoat over it und a pair of
Tubber boots, was her full sunt
The Bood and the sight of Lida both

brought b4 he case of Jeunje Brice,
for ever i 1dda and Mr. Howell
Were Interested In each other

| This is April The flood of 1807 wis
eariier, o March, It had been a long
hard winter with e gorges in all the
Upper Iheti in early March

there came a thaw
D and began to come down
rivers with ecru grinding lce.

shing

people stopped |

16 |

would have |

thought had she known that the elder- |
with |

'lbst

Ohlo. Aopd all three were covered with
broken fce. jogs and all sorts of debris
from the upper valleys

A warning was sent out from the
wenther bgreau, and [ got my carpets
' Teady to lft that morning. That was
on the 4ttt of March, a Sunday. Mr
Ladley nod bhin wife, Jennie Brice, had
| the parior bedroom and the room De-
bind it. Mms. Ladiey, or Miss Brice, as
she preferred to be known, had a small
part at a local theater that kept a per-
mapent company. Her husbhand was
in that business, too, but he had noth
ing to do. It was the wife who paild
the bills, and a lot of quarreling they
did about It

I knocked at the door at 10 o'clock,
and Mr. Ladley opened it He was »
| short man, "rather stout and getting
bald. and bhe always had a cigarette

Even yet the parlor carpet smells of |

them.

“"What do you want?™ he asked
sharply, holding the door open about
an inch

“The water's coming up very fast,
| Mr. Ladler,” T =ald. “It's up to the
swinging sbelf in the eellar now. 1I'd
like to take up the carpet and move the
piano.™

“Come back in sn hour or so0.,” he
snnpped and tried to close the door
But I had got my toe in the crack.

“I'l bave to have the plano moved,
Mr. Ladley.” 1 said.
off what you are doing.”

I thought he was probably writing.
He spent most of the day writing.

- ——— g

“What he asked

do you want?”
sharply.

using the wasfistand as a desk, and it

kept me busy with oxalic acld taking

Ink spots out of the splasher and the

towels. He was writiug a play and
| talked a lot about the Shuberts having
' promised to star him In it when It was
| Anlshed

“H—""" he sald. and, turning, spoke
to somehody In the room.

“We can go Into the back room.” 1!

Leard him say, and he closed the door.
When be opened it again the room was
empty. | called in Terry, the Irish-
men who does odd jobs for me now
and then, and we both got to work at
the tacks In the carpet, Terry working
by the window and I by the door into

| the back parior, which the Ladleys
| use1 a8 & bedroom
That was how [ happened to bear

what | afterward told the police.
Some one-a man, bot pot Mr. Lad-
ley—was talking. Mrs. Ladley broke
“I won't do it she sald flatly.
“Why should 1 belp him? He doesn't
BLelp me. He loafs here all day, smok-
fog and sleeping, and sits up all night,
drinking and keeping me awake.™
| The volce went on sgain, as if in e
ply to this, and [ Leard a rattle of
glusses, a8 <if they were
| drinks. They always bad whisky, even
when they were bebind with
| board
“That's all very well” AMrs, Ladley
ssid. I could always hear her, she

3+

baving a theatrical sort of volee—one |
“But what about the | gleeping only an hour or so when :-nmvil
|

|

The gorges broke | prying she devfl that runs the house
Biling the |

carries

“Hush, for Gud's sake!” broke In Mr.
ladley, and after that thay spoke In

There are three rivers st Pittsburgh, | whispers. Even with my ear against

the
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— | plano, and by the time we had taken

P T S U #nd the furnitore upstairs the water
was over the kitchen floor and creep-

| taking the pictures off the walls,

| scross the river, Lad ihe room Just
{ bekina,

the panel I could not cateli & word !
The men came jost then to move the |

ing forward Into the ball. | bad never
seen the river come up so fast By
noon the yard was full of floating lce,
and at 3 that aftermoon the police
skiff wns on the front strects, and 1
was wnading around In rmbber boots,

I was 100 busy to see who the Lad-
leys” visitor wus nnd be had gone when
I remembered him agaln. The Ladieys
ook the second story freant. which
was empty. and Mr. Reynolds, who
aax in the siik department tn a store

="

“You'd better put |

thelr |
‘ cuse after another

l [ put up A conl stove In a back room
next the bathroom and managed to
Icuuk the dinoer there. 1 was washing
up the dishes when Mr. Revnolds

leame in. As It was Sumtiay he was in

| bis slippers and bad the colored sup- |

plement of a morning paper in his
hand.
“What's the matter with the Lad.

|leys¥" he asked. I can't’ read for
| thelr quarreling.”™
| “Booze, probably.,” I aaid. “When

[you've lved in the flood district as
long as 1 bave, Mr. ‘Reynolds. you'll

know that the rising of the river is a

signal for every man In the viclnity
to stop work and get full. The fuller
the river the fuller the male popula-
tlon.”

“Then this flood will likely make em
drink themselves to death!” he sald
“It's a Julu.”

*it's the mneighborhood's annual de-

cellars, or they'd get full too.
since it's come this far, it will come
Ifurthr.-r. 8o the landlord will have to
| paper the parior.”

That was at 8 o'clock. At 4 Mr. Lad
ley went down the stairs, and I heard
him getting into a skiff in the lower
hall. There were boats going back and
forth all the time carrying crowds of
curious people and taking the food suf-
ferers to the corner grocery, where
; they were lowering groceries in a bas-

ket on a rope from an upper window,

I had been making tea when 1 heard
Mr. Ladley go out. I fixed a tray with

it to their door. I bad never liked
Mrs. Ladley, but it was chilly in the
bouse with the gas shut off and the
| lower floor full of fce water. And it 1s
| bard enough to keep boarders In the
{ flood district.
She did not answer to my knocks, so
I opened the door and went in. She
! was at the window, looking after him.
and the brown vallse that figured in
| the case later was opened on the tloor.

| Over the foot of the bed was the black |

. and white dress with the red collar.

! When [ spoke to her she
| aronud quickly She was a tall wo-
man, sbout twenty-eight. with very

white teeth and yellow halr, which she
parted a little to one side and drew
down over lier ears
face nnd large well shaped hands, with
her natls longz and very pointed,

“The ‘'she devil® has hrought yon
some tea,” I said “Where shall she
put It

*'She devill'™ she repented,
her evebrows
| she devil., Who ecalled you that?™
\ lut with the sight of the vallse and
| the fenr that thevy might be leaviog |
thought it best not to quarrel. She
| had left the window and, going to her
| dressing table, had picked up her nall
file.
| “Never mind,”
| are not going away.
Inst, nnd ther're a benefit Plenty of
the people around here rely on “em
every vear to wash ont their cellars.”

“No. I'm not golng awny." she re
plied lazily. “I'm taking that dress to
Miss Hope st the theater. She Is golng
to wear it in ‘Charlle’'s Auant’ next
woeek, Ehe basn't half enough of a
wardrobe to play leads in stock. Look
at this thumb nail, brokem to the
quick!™

If£ | had onlyr looked to see which
tbumb it was! But 1 was putting the
tea tray on the washstand and moring
Mr. Ladles's papers to fiad room for it
Peter. the spaniel, begged for a lump
of sugar, and I guve it to him

“Where is Mr, Ladler ™" 1 asked

“Gone out to see the river.”

“1 hope be'll be careful. There's a
drowning or two every year in these
floods.”

“Then 1 hope he won't,” she sald
calmly. “Do you know what 1 was do-
ing when sou came Iin? 1 was looking
sfter his boat and hoplng it had a bole

I said. *1 hope yom
The=ze floodas don't

| fo e
“You won't feel that way tomorrow,
Mrs. Ladles.,” 1 protested, shocked.
“You're just nervous and put out
| Most men have their ugly times
Many a time I wished Mr. Pitman was
gone—until he went. Then I'd have
a good bit to bave him back

given
again."

She was standing in front of the
Aresser, fixing ber hair over ber ears
She turped and looked at me over her
shoulder.

“Probably Mr. Pitman was a man,”
she sald. “My bhushaod is a flend, a
devil™

Well. a good many women have sajd
that to me at different times. But jnst
let me say such a thing to them, or re
pent thelr own words to them the next
day, and they wouid fly at me In a
| fury. So 1 sald nothing aud put the
cream into ber tea.

I never saw her agaln.

- - L - -

There is not much sleeping done in
| the fAood district during a spring food
The gas was st off and 1 gave Mr
Reyuolds and the Ladleys each & lnmp
1 sat in the back room that I bad made
fnto a temporary kitchen with n
candle and with a bedquilt around my
shonlders,
lower hall,
seventh step

the

midnight at
and

risigg

but
It

'l_"
stopped

pouring | gtood «till, I alwars have a skiff during

the food season, nnd as the water rose |
I tled it to one spindle of the stair-

I made myself a enp of tea and at
1 o'clock | stretched out on a sofa for

a few hours' sleep. I think | had been |

one touched me on the shoulder and I

Mr. Reynolds,

started up It was

partly dressed.
“Some ons has been In the bonse,

Mrs. Pitman.” he sald “They went
away Just now In the boat.™

“Perhaps It was Peter,”” 1 suggested
“That dog 18 always wandering around
st night"

“Not unless Peter can row s boat”™
sald Mr. Reynolds dryly.

1 ot up. being nlrendy full dressedy |
AN tARIng Lie L
stalrease. [ noticed thet it was a mlo
uie or so after 2 o'vlock as we left the
room. The boat wins gone, not untied
but cut loose. The end of the rope was
wtill fastened to the stair rall. 1 sat
down on the stairs and looked at Mr
Reynolds.

-

S ——————————

“It's gone!™ I sald “If the house
catches Are we'll Lins w drowy,™
“It's rather curious when you con

sider It,”  We both spoke sufllly not te

bauch. The women are busy in the
1 bope, |

a cup of It and some crackers and took |

|
turned |

She had a sullen |

ralsing |
“It's a very thonghtful |

Im:turb the Ladieys. “1've been nwnle
|und 1 heard no bost come in. And yet
|lf ne one cnme In o boat and came
| from the street they would have bad to
swim In."

I felt queer and ereepy. The street
door was open. of course, aud tha
[ ights golng bevond. It gave me o
strunge feellng to =it there In the
darkness on the stalrs, with the arch
of the front door ke the ettrnnce to n
cavern, and see now and then a chunk
of lce siide iuto view, turn around In
the eddy and pass on. It was bitter
cold, too, nnd the wind was rising.

“I'll go through the house.” sald Mr.
Resnolds. “There's likely pothing
worse the matter than some drunken
mill band on a vacation while the
mills are under water. But I'd better
look. "

e left me, and T sat there alone in
the darkness. 1 bad a presentiment of
something wrong, but I tried to think
it was only discomfort and the cold.
The water, driven In by the wind,
swirled at my feet. And something
dark floated in apd lodged on the step
below. 1 reached down and touched It
It was a dead kitten. 1 bad npever
known a dend eat to bring me any-
| thing but bad luck, and here was one
: washed in at my very feet

i

|

CHAPTER IL

]
| and in order.

“But I found Peter shut up
| in one of the third floor rooms,” be
| sald. “Did son put him there®"

I had not apd said so, but as the dog
went everywhere and the door might
have blown shut we did not attach
| much importance to that at the time.

Well, the skiff was gone, and there
wWasS no use wortying about it until
morning. I went bnck to the sofa to
keep warm, but I left my candle light-
ed and my door open. 1 did not sleep.
The dead cat was on my mind, and as
if it were not bad enough to have it
wastied in at my feet about 4 in the
morning Peter, prowling unensily, dis-
! covered it and brought It in and put it
on my couch, wet and stiff, poor littie
thing!

I looked at the clock. It was a quar-
ter aflter 4, and except for the occa-
slonal ernnch of one ice cake hitting
another in the yard, evervthing was
quiet. And then 1 heard the stealthy
| soumdd of oars in the lower hall

I suin not a brave woman. I lay
there, hoping Mr. Revnolds would bear
| and open his door. But he was sleep-

Ing soundly. Peter snarled and ran ont

into the ball, and the next moment 1

heanrd Mr. Luadley speaking. “Down,
Peter,” he said. "Down. Go and lle
| down.”

I took my candle and went out into
the hall, Mr. Ladley was stooping over
| the boat, trying to tie it to the stair-
| case. The rope was short, having been
| cut, and he was having trouble. Per-
haps it wns the candie light, but he
looked ghost white and haggard.
‘ “1 borrowed your boat, Mrs,
| man.'” he said, ecivllly enoungh. “Mrs
i Ladley was not well, and 1—-1 went o
the drug store.”
[ “You'vre been more than two hours
going to the drug store,” T said.
{ He muttered something about not
| finding any open at first and went Into

|“I berrowed your boat, Mrs. Pitman.”

| ils room. e closed and locked the
| door belind him and, although Peter
| whined and scratched, he did not let
{ him in.

He looked so agitated that I thought
1 had been barsh and perhaps she was
really ill. 1 knocked at the door and
! ¢sked if T conld do anvthing. But he
only called “No!" curtly through the

The witer rose fast In the | door and asked me to take that in-

ferunl dog away.

I waen: back to bed and tried to
sleep, for the water bad dropped an
fuch or so on the stairs, and I knew
the danger was over. Peter came, shiv-
ering, at dawn and got on to the sofa
withh me. | put an end of the quilt over
bim, and he stopped shivering after a
time and went to sleep,

The dog was company. I lay there.
wide awake, thinking about Mr. Pit-
mun's death, and how I had come by
fegrees to be keeping a cheap board-

' ing house In the ficod district and to
| having to take impudence from every-
| boddy who chose to rent a room from
' me and to being called a she devil

From that I got to thinking again
about the Ladleys and how she had
sald he was & flend and to doubting

{ about his having gone out for medl-

I dozed off agnln at day-
belng worn out 1 slept

cine for her,
lght, and
beavily,

At o'clock Mr. Reynolds came to
the door, dressed for the store. He
wus a tall man of ubout Arfty, neat and
orderly In bhis babits, and he alwnys
remembered that I had seon better
days and trested me as a lady.

“Never mind about breakfast for me
this morning, Mrs Pliman.” he sald.
“I'll get & cup of collee ut the other
end_of the bridge. I'll take the boat

— —  ——

R. REYNOLDS came back soon ’
and reported the house qu.iﬂ |

| with his cold. tishy eves

and send It back with Terry.”

He turned and weut along the hall
and down to the boat. I bheard him
push off from the stalrs with an oar
nud row out into the street. Peter
followed him to the stairs.

At a quarter after 7 Mr, Ladley came
out and called to me: “Just bring in a
cup of coffee and some toast,'” he sald.
“Enough for ope.”

He went back and slammed his door
aud I made his coffee. 1 steeped a
cup of tea for Mrs. Ladley at the same
time. He opened the door just wide
enough for the tray and took It with-
out so much as a “thapk you." He
had a cigarette In his mouth” as usuoal
aud [ couid see a fire In the grate and
smell something ke scorching cloth.

“I hope Mrs. Ladiey is better,” 1
snld, getting my foot in the crack of
the door so be could not guite ¢lose it
It smelled to me as If he had aceclden-
tally set fire to something with his
cigarette and I tried to see into the
room,

“What about Mrs. Ladley”T" he spap-

ped.

“You sald she was 1] last night."

“Ob, yes! Well, she wasn't very sick.
She's better.”

“Shall I bring her some tea?"

“Take your foot away!" he ordered
“No. Ehe doesn't want tea. She's not
bere.”

“Not here!" .

“Good beavens!” he snarled. *“Is her
golng away anything to make such =&
fuss about?
glad to get out of this infernal pig wal-
low myself.”

“If you mean my house"— I begnn.

But he had pulled himself together
and was more polite when he answer-
ed: “I mean the neighborhood. Your
house s all that could be desired for
the money. If we do pot have lipen
sheets and double cream we are paying
mnslin and milk prices."”

Either my nose was growing accus-
tomed to the odor eor it was dying
away. 1 took my foot away from the
door. *“When did Mrs. Ladley leave?”
I asked,

“This morning, very early.
her to Federal street”

“You conldn't bave had much sleep,”
I said dryly, for be looked bhorribie.
There were lines around his eyes,
which were red, and his lips looked dry
and cracked.

“She's not in the piece this week at
the theater,” he said, licking his lips
and looking past me, not at me. “She’ll
be back by Saturday.”

1 did not believe him. I do not think
he imagined that I did. He shut the
door in my face, and it caught poor Pe-
ter by the nose. The dog ran off howl-
ing., but although Mr. Ladiey had been

I rowed

| as fond of the animal as it was in his

Pit-
’

nature to be fond of anything. he paid
no attention. As I started down the
hall after him I saw what Peter had
Lieen carrying—a slipper of Mrs. Lad-
lex's. It was sonked with water. Evi-
dently Peter bad found it foating at
the foot of the stairs.

Although the idea of murder had not

| entered my head at that time. the slip-

|

per guve me a turn. 1 picked it up
and looked at it, a black one with a
beaded toe, short in the vamp and high
heeled, the sort most nctresses wear.
Then I went back and knocked at the
door of the front room again.

“What the devil do you want now?

| be called from beyond the door.

“Here's a slipper of Mrs. Ladley's,”
I said. “Peter found it floating in the
lower hall.™ .

He opened the door wide and let
me in. The room was in tolerable or-
der, much better than when Mrs, Lad-
ley was about. He looked at the slip-
per, but he did not touch it *1I don't
think that is hers."” he said.

“I've seen ber wear it a bundred
times=."

“Well. he’'ll never wear
And then. seeclng me stare,
“It's ruined with the water. Throw it
out. And, by the way, I'm sorry, but
I set fire to one of the plllow slips;
dropped asleep, and my cigarette Jdid
the rest. Just pot it on the bill."

He pointed to the bed. One of the
pillows had no slip, and the ticking
cover had a scorch or two on it 1
went over and looked at it

“The pillow will have to be padid for.
too. Mr. Ladley,” I sald. "“And there's
a sign nailed on the door that forbids
emoking in bed. If you are going to
set fire to things I shall have to charge
extrn.”

“Really ™

it agnin™
he added:

he jeered. looking at me
“Is there
any sign on the door saying that board-
ers are charged extra for seven feet of

| ilthy river in the bedrooms?*

I was npever a match for him, and 1
make it a principle never to bandy
words with my boarders, 1 took*the
pillow and the slipper and went out
The telephione was ringing on the sta.r
landing. It was the theater, asking
for Miss Brice.

“She has goue away.” 1 sald.

“What do you menan? Moved sway ™

“Gone for a few days’ vacation.” 1
replgd. "She isn't playing this week,
Is she?"

“Walt a moment.” sald the volca
There was 1 hum of conversation from
the other end, and then another man
came to the telepbhone.

“Can you find out where Miss Brice
has gone?*

“I'll sea.”

I went to Ladley's door and knocked.
Mr. Ladley answered from just be
yond.

“The theater is asking where Mrm
Ladley is.”

“Tell them [ don’t know,” he snarl-
ed, and shut the door. 1 took his mes-
sage to the telephone.

Whoever it was swore and hung up
the receiver.

All the morning I was uneasy—I
hardly knew why. Peter felt it as 1
dld. There was no sound from the
Ladleys’ room, and the house was
quiet, except for the lapping water on
the stalrs nnd the police patrol goiug
back and forth

At 11 o'clock a boy In the neighbor-
hood, paddiing on a raft, fell into the
wuter and was drowned. | watched
the police bogt go past, earrying bhis
little cold body, and after that 1 was
good for vothing. 1 went and sat with
Peter on the stairs. The dog's coaduct
Lad been strange all worpipe. . He

The Lord knows I'd be |

(
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naa sat just above the water. looking
at it and whimpering. Perhaps he
was expecting another kitten or—

It is bard to say how ideas first en-
ter one’s mind. But the notion that
Mr. Ladley had killed his wife and
thrown her body into the water came
to me as I sat there. All at once I
seemed to see it all—the quarreling the
day before, the night trip in the beat,
the water soaked slipper, his haggard
face that morning—even tbe way the
spaniel sat and stared at the flood.

Terry brought the boat back at half
past 11, towing it behind another.

“Well,” I said from the stairs, “I
hope you've had a pleasant morning.”

“What doing?' he asked, not looking

at me.

“Rowing about the streets. You're
had that boat for hours.”

He tied it up without a word to me,
but he spoke to the dog. *“Good morn-
ing, Peter,” he said. *“It's nice weath-
er—for fishes, ain't 1t?"

He picked out a bit of floating wood
from the water, and, showing it to the
dog. flupg it into the parlor. Peter
went after it with a splash., He was
pretty fat, and when he came back I
heard bim wheezing. But what he
brought back was not the stick of
wood. It was the knife I use for cut-
ting bread. It had been on a shelf in
the room where I had slept the night
before, and now Peter brought it out
of the fiood where {ts wooden handle
had kept it afloat. The blade was bro-
ken off short.

It is not unusual to find one's house-
bold goods floating around during
flcod time., More than once I've lost a
chair or two and seen it after the wa-
ter had gone down, new scrubbed and
painted, in Molly Maguire's kitchen
next door. And perbaps now and then
a bit of Inck would come to me—a dog
kennel or a chicken house, or a kitch-
en table, or even, as happened once,
a month old baby in a wooden cradle,
that lodged against my back fence and
bad come forty miles, as it turned ont,
with no worse mishap than a cold in
its head.

,But the knpife was different I had
put it on the mantel over the stove 1
was using upstalrs the night before
and hadn’t touched it since. As I aat
staring at it, Terry took it from Peter
and handed it to me.

“Better give me a penny, Mrs. Pit-
man.,” he said in his impudent Irish
way. I hate to give you a knife. It
may cut our friendship.”

I reached over to hit him a clout on
the head, but I did not. The sunlight
was coming in through the window at
the top of the stairs, and shining on
the rope that was tied to the banister.
The end of the rope was covered with
stains, bright with a glint of red in
them.

I got up shivering. *“You can get
the meat at the butcher’s, Terry,” I
said, “and come back for me in half
an hour.” Then 1 turned and went
upstairs, weak In the knees, to put
on my hat and coat. I had made up
my miod that there had been murder
done.

1 looked at my clock as I went
downstairs. It was just 12:30. 1
thought of telephoning for Mr. Reyn-
olds to meet me, but it was his lanch
hour, and besides. 1 was afraid to tele-
phone from the house while Mr. Lad-
ley was in it

Peter bad been whining again.
When [ came down the stairs he bkad
stopped whimpering and was wagging
his tall. A strange boat had put into
the hallway and was coming back.

“Now, old boy!" somebody was say-
iug from the boat. *‘Steady, old chap!
I've got something for you!"

A little man, elderly and alert. was
standing up in the boat. poling it
along with an oar. Peter gave vent
to joyful yelps. The elderly gentie-
man brought his boat to a stop at the
foot of the stairs and, reaching down
into a tub at his feet, held up a large
plece of raw liver. Peter almost went
crazy, and I remember suddenly that
I had forgotten to feed the poor beast
for more than a day.

“Would you like 117" asked the gen- |

tleman. Peter sat up, as he had bLeen
taught to do, and barked. The gen-
tieman reached down again. But a
wooden platter from a stack of them
at his feet and, placing the liver on it
put it op the step. The whole thing
was 80 neat and businesslike that 1
could only gaze '

“That's a well trained dog. madam,™
snld the elderly gemtleman, besming
at Peter over his ll::::l- “You shunld
not have neglected .

“The n;,ut him out of my wmind,™
I explaiped, humbly enough, for I was

ashamedl
Do you kunow bow many

starviog dogs and cats I bave fonnd
this mornior? He took a npotebook

oat” ol his pocket and glanTed at If
“Forty-eight! Forty-eight, madam/
And nipety-three cats! I have found
them marooned In trees, clinging ta
fences, floating on barrels, and I have
found them In comfortable houses
where thers was no excuse for theh
peglect. Well, I must be moving oo
1 have the report of a cat with a new
litter in the loft of & stable nesa:
hm.'.

He wiped his hands carefully on &
fresh paper napkin, of which also a
heap rested on one of the seats ol
the boat, and picked up an osr, smil
ing bemevolently at Peter. Then sud-
denly he bent over and looked at the
stained rope end tled to the stair rall

“What's that?' he said.

“That's what I'm golng to find out"™
I replied. I glanced up at the Lad.
leys' 4oor, but it was closed.

The lttle man dropped his oar and,
fumbling in his pocekts, pulled out a
small magnifying gloss. He bgaf
o®r, holding to the rail, and inspected
the stains with the ginss, I had tak-
en a faney to him at once, and in splts
of my excitement I had to emile a Hitle,

“Humph,” be sald and looked up at
me: “that’s blood! Why did you cuf
the boat loose?”

*1 didn't,” 1 sald. “If that is blood
1 want to know how it got there.
That was a new rope Inst night™” I
glanced ot the Ladleys’ door again,
and he followed my eyes.

“1 wond-r,” he sald, raising his
volece a litie, “if I come info your
kitchen if you will allow me to fry a
little of that lMver. There's a wretch-
ed Maltese in a tree at the corner of
Fourth street that won't touch it
raw."”

I eaw that he wanted to talk to me,
s0 I turned around and led the way to
the temporary kitchen I had made.

“Now,” he sald briskly when he had
closed the door, “there's something
wrong here. Perhaps if you will tell
me I can help. If I can't it will do
you good to talk about it. My name’s
Holcombe, retired merchant. Apply to
First Natlonal bapk for references.’”

“I'm mnot sure there is anything
wrong,” 1 began. “I guess I'm only
nervous and thinking little things are
big ones. There's nothing to tell.™

“Nonsense. [ come down the street
#in my boat. A white faced gentieman,
with a cigarette, looks ont from a win-
dow when I stop at the door and ducks
back when I glance up. I come in and
find a pet dog, obviously overfed at or-
dinary times, whining with hunger on
the stairs. As I prepare to feed him &
ptle woman comes down, trying to put
a right hand glove on her left hand
and with bher jacket wrong side out
What am I to think?"

I started and looked at my coat. He
was right And when as I trisd to
take it off he helped me and even pat-
ted me on the shouider—what with his
kindness and the long morning alone,
worrylng, and the sieepless night, I be-
gan to ery. He had a clean handker- .
chief in my band before I had time to
think of one.

“That’s it,”" he said. “It will do you
good, only don’'t make a nolse about it.
If it's a husband on the annual flood
spree don't worry, madam. They al-
ways come around in time to white
wash the cellars.”

“It isn't a husband,” I sniffied.

“Tell me about it.,” he said. There
was saomething so kindly in his face
and it was so loog since I had had a
bit of human sympathy that 1 alinost
broke down again.

(To be Continued Next Saturday.)

Eye Colors.

The normal human eye is blue, say
scientists, other colors belng -caused
by the presence of different pigments
in the iris
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